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-^  mt  MEMORIAM.**- 

SAKAII  WOODWORTH  3IOTT. 

"•  What  I  do  ikon  knowest  not  now;  hut  thou  ><haU 
kno2v   hereafter. — John  xiii:   7. 

This  was  the  assuring  text  from  which  the  Rev.  H. 
K.  Titus  briefly  and  touchingly  spoke  to  the  bereaved 
relatives  and  a  large  circle  of  mourning  friends  who 
had  assembled  at  the  residence  of  Hon.  Henry  Mott, 
on  Saturday,  March  2od,  to  pay  a  last  tribute  of 
respect  to  the  memory  of  Mrs.  Mott,  who  was  so  sud- 
den 1}^  called  from  us  by  the  drowning  accident  of  the 
21st. 

Death,  always  mysterious,  is  made  doubly  so  when, 
like  a  bolt  from  a  clear  sky,  it  takes  one  in  the  [)rime 
of  life  ;  and  soi'row,  like  a  pall  of  darkness,  has  hung 
over  the  community  since  the  accident. 

Mrs.  Mott  was  in  the  48th  year  of  her  age,  and  had 
resided  in  Alburgh  some  17  years;  by  the  many 
endearing  traics  of  character  she  possessed,  she  won 
the  love  and  respect  of  all  classes  of  people.  It  is  not 
too  much  to  say  of  her,  that  "  none  knew  her  but  to 
praise.  "Pleasant  indisposition,  even  in  temperament, 
unassuming,  hospitable,  charitable,  cultured  and  a 
Chi'istian,  she  was  a  true  woman  in  every  sense  of  the 
term.  * 

In  her  loss  the  light  of  a  })leasant  home  goes  out, 
and  a  bereaved  husband  and  mourning  brothers  and 
sisters,  as  well  as  the  community,  (^an  only  measure  it 
:is  the  days  go  by  in  which  it  shall  be  more  and  more 
keenly  realized. 

It  is  hard,  under  such  aliliction,  to  look  through  the 
telescope  of  faith  and  read  the  meaning  of  the  dispen- 
sation of  Providence,  but  if  we  accept  Jier  belief,  she 
has  been  called  to  a  life  that  is  higher,  to  friendships 
truer,  to  charities  nobler,  to  happiness  that  is  fuller 
and  to  culture  that  shall  be  crescent  forever. 

"  IViey  that  leave  ns  tlirougJi  gates  of  pearl 

^Lre  not  dead;   flieir  stars  go  doivn.. 

To  rise  upon  some  fairer  shore, 

And  hrigJit  in  heaven's  Jewetled  crown. 

They  ^^hine  forever  more.'''' 

— aSV.  At  bans  Messenger . 
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:SERMON» 


What  I  do   thou  knowest   not   noni ;    but  thou  altaU 
kiioiv  hereaj^ter. — John  xiii :  7. 


-=--0) 


\  Tl  am  not  sure,  at  this  time,  tiiat  words  are  wise. 

{     Ml 

V^'J.  I  am  sure  that  many  words  are  not  wise.  There 

^^^3  i>^  a  voice  in  everything  I  see  around  me  ;  a 
V(jice  I  hear  in  these  emblems  ;  a  voice  I  hear  in  these 
beautiful  floral  offerings  ;  a  voice  I  hear  from  this 
large  company  of  upturned  faces ;  and  a  voice  I  hear 
from  the  silent  casket :  it  is  beautiful  and  comforting, 
and  it  takes  away  all  sorrow.  If  the  voice  that  speaks 
out  of  these  surrounding  scenes  and  that  comes  to  us 
from  the  readingof  God's  Holy  Word — these  consoling 
promises  so  unspeakably  precious  to  our  hearts — if 
these  things  do  not  fittingly  become  this  hour,  then 
anything  that  shall  fall  from  my  lips  shall  also  fail. 
Hut  there  are  times  when  grief  must  express  itself,  for 
there  is  sincere  mourning  in  all  our  homes  this  morn- 
inof. 

The  shock  that  has  fallen  upon  this  community 
came  like  a  thunderbolt  out  of  a  clear  sky.  Without 
})remonition  or  warning,  we  are  unexpectedly  sum- 
moned to  the  chamber  of  the  dead.  The.re  is  no  time 
when  the  appearance  of  death  does  not  seem  inoppor- 
tune. There  are  no  circumstances  under  whicli  it  does 
not  seem  appalling.  When  the  bright  luster  of  an 
active  mind  is  dimmed  by  old  age,  we  feel  that  nature 
may  rightfully  claim  her  own.     Conscious  of  j)l)ysical 
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infirmity,  and  of  the  laws  of  our  physical  organism, 
after  the  zenith  of  strength  and  capacity  have 
been  reached,  we  reluctantly  give  up  our  friends. 
But  when  we  stand  in  the  presence  of  death,  whose  icy 
touch  silences  lips  that  have  so  recently  spoken  to  us 
with  love  and  gentleness  and  power,  or  when  He  strikes 
down  one  who  but  yesterday  was  ministering  to  our 
comforts  in  the  home,  our  hearts  are  not  so  easily 
reconciled  to  the  inscrutable  mysteries  of  God.  There 
are  chords  of  sympathy  that  are  touched  when  we  read 
of  calamity  and  sudden  death  in  a  distant  city, 
because  of  those  bonds  of  humanity  that  enjoin  kind- 
ness of  heart  toward  all  who  suffer.  But  when  the 
blow  falls  upon  one  of  our  homes,  and  summons,  in- 
stantly, one  whom  so  man^^  of  you  love,  and  Avhom  we 
all  so  highly  esteem,  we  are  all  keenly  sensible  of  a 
personal  loss. 

If  the  ordering  of  human  life  were  controlled  by  us, 
we  Avould  like  to  see  life's  plans  and  purposes  ripened 
and  completed.  We  would  have  the  mechanic  finish 
his  pattern,  and  the  author  his  poem,  and  the  painter 
apply  the  finishing  touches  to  the  canvass.  We  would 
give  to  each  life,  characterized  by  broad  sympathies, 
noble  purposes  and  disinterested  benevM)lence,  long 
years  of  unselfishness  and  honor.  But  in  the  Divine 
Government  this  perfection  of  all  eaithly  [)lans  and 
hopes  is  not  permissible.  The  brightest  flower  is 
plucked  from  the  home,  and  some  of  the  noblest  lives, 
at  a  period  of  greatest  usefulness  to  others,  are  sud- 
denly called  from  earth  to  heaven.  But  just  as  on 
the  black  parchment  of  the  clouds  God  has  written 
His  covenant  in  the  seven -fold  colors  of  the  rainbow, 
so  over  against  His  dark  and  mysterious  Providences 
He  has  written  this  promise  :  •'  What  I  do  thou  knovv- 
est  not  now;   Init  thou  shalt  know  hereafter." 


In  thes?e  hours  of  grief  and  sorrow,  when  the  lips  of 
loved  ones  are  sealed  in  death,  we  cling  to  that  word, 
Hereafter.  And  what  happy  views  we  all  cherish  of 
the  future  life.  Christ's  resurrection  robbed  the 
grave  of  its  terror  and  the  sepulchre  of  its  dread. 
Death  is  simply  the  putting  off  this  tabernacle,  a 
change  of  vesture.  The  truths  of  immortality  through 
Christ  give  a  confident  hope  and  expectation  of  some- 
thing grand  and  glorious  beyond.  We  do  not  fear 
death  as  did  men  of  old.  Across  the  centuries,  from 
the  Galilean  hillside,  there  come  reverberating  com- 
forting words  from  the  lips  of  our  Master  :  "I  am  the 
resurrection,  and  the  life  :  he  that  believeth  in  Me, 
though  he  were  dead,  yet  shall  he  live:  and  whosoever 
liveth  and  believeth  in  Me  shall  never  die." 
Jesus,  in  this  sublime  declaration,  has  scattered 
doubts  and  clothed  life  forever  with  a  new  mean- 
ing, "If  a  man  die  shall  he  live  again?"  Yes; 
in  an  infinitely  grander  and  richer  life  beyond.  The 
world  is  beginning  to  feel  the  tremendous  i)cwer  of 
this  truth  and  to  rejoice  in  the  Christian's  ho})e.  Just 
as  a  stream,  dashing  down  the  hillside,  suddenly 
disappears  from  sight  in  a  subterranean  channel  and 
then  reappears  again,  sparkling  in  the  sunlight,  so 
seems  the  life  of  the  Christian.  She  passes  into  the 
chamber  of  death,  but  she  shall  come  up  again  on  the 
other  side,  bearing  the  image  of  the  heavenly,  and 
robed  in  a  glorious  immortality.  A  senator,  standing 
high  in  the  councils  of  our  nation,  in  pronouncing  an 
eulogy  on  a  member  of  congress,  asked,  in  speculating 
upon  the  life  beyond, '"  Who  knows?  "  Any  child  of 
Christ  can  answer,  "  I  do."  And  any  one  may  know. 
There  is  a  perfect  chart  and  a  perfect  Guide. 
"  To  the  dead  He  saith,  Arise! 
To  the  living,  "  Follow  Me,'' 
And  that  voice  still  somideth  on 
From  the  centuries  that  are  gone 
To  the  centuries  that  shall  be.'" 


"  '\\'hat  I  do  thou  knovvest  not  now  ; "  but  trust  Me, 
:ind  hereafter,  when  we  shall  know  as  we  are  known, 
the  Providences  of  God  will  not  seem  so  dark  to  us. 
What  ])eeuliar  sorrow  fills  this  world,  and  how  fre- 
tjuentiy  a  conimunity  feels  a  painful  shock,  and  we 
ask :  Why  does  He,  who  cares  for  the  sparrows, 
permit  the  sudden  death  of  one  of  His  creatures? 
Can  we  reconcile  such  acts  with  His  measureless  love? 
We  need  not  carry  the  question  into  the  realm  of 
speculation.  1  believe  that  God  has  a  profound  inter- 
est in  the  lives  and  actions  of  all  His  children.  But 
God's  ways  are  not  our  ways,  neither  are  God's 
thoughts  our  thoughts.  He  sees  the  end  from  the 
beginning  ;  and  out  of  all  disasters  and  sudden  deaths 
there  comes  to  me  a  })rofound  spiritual  lesson.  We 
are  free  to  emphasize  the  compassionate  love  and 
kindness  of  God.      We  find  strength  in  the  hymn  : 

"  For  tlie  love  q/  God  is  broader 
T^ian  the  measure  oj-  inan's  mind, 

And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  7nost  ivonderfullj/  hind.'" 
But  1  have  learned  this  truth,  that  God's  kindness 
does  not  supers'ede  either  natural  or  spiritual  law,  and 
any  one  who  says,  I  will  trust  in  the  kuidness  of 
God,  stands  upon  a  goodly  foundation.  There  is  a 
hand  reached  down  to  us  out  of  heaven.  There  is  an 
unerring  Chart  of  Life  before  us  ;  there  are  spiritual 
forces  everywhere  around  us.  Have  we  lived  up  to 
the  light  we  now  possess?  Can  we  not,  in  the  still- 
ness of  this  hour,  in  view  of  the  startling  uncertainty 
of  human  existence,  can  we  not  all  do  what  the 
deeper  promptings  of  the  soul  suggest  as  the  duty  of 
each  heart,  link  our  souls  and  earthly  interests  with 
the  life  and  kino^dom  of  our  Divine  Master? 


How  suddenly  these  scenes  come  to  us  I  With  no 
time  to  complete  })lans  or  to  fulfill  pledges,  without 
(opportunity  to  say  good-bye,  or  leave  a  parting  word, 
life  on  earth  ceases.  The  words  of  the  evangelist 
have  a  new  meaning  to  us,  as  we  read:  "  Two  shall 
be  in  the  same  field  ;  the  one  shall  be  taken,  the  other 
left.  Watch,  therefore,  for  ye  know  not  what  hour 
your  Lord  doth  come."  But  if  Christ  is  our  life  it 
matters  not  so  much  with  us  whether  death  comes 
suddenly  or  after  a  lingering  sickness;  whether  it 
comes  in  the  morning  or  at  noonday,  or  niidnight,  if 
we  can  believe  the  words  of  the  apostle,  "  It  is  better 
to  depart  and  be  with  Christ."  80,  out  of  our  sorrow, 
at  this  hour,  we  lift  ourselves  to  Him  by  whose  per- 
mission the  sad  calamities  come  u})on  us,  and  whose 
power  is  found  among  all  classes  and  conditions  of 
mankind,  I  have  witnessed  death  scenes  in  the  quiet 
of  the  home,  surrounded  by  tender  and  loving  friends, 
I  have  joined  in  many  funeral  services,  but  never  have 
]  witnessed  such  scenes  of  sadness  as  I  see  here  to-day. 
I  know,  my  friends,  that  these  events  that  are  throng- 
ing; so  fast  on  each  other  are  the  commissions  of  a 
Father  who  loves  His  children,  and  loves  them  a  g-reat 
deal  better  than  we  can  exi)ress  it  by  human  lips.  But, 
blessed  is  that  soul,  who,  when  the  waters  of  afliiction 
seem  dee]),  and  the  clouds  of  sorrow  hang  thickly 
about  us,  can  realize  that  "  Our  light  affliction,  which 
is  but  for  a  moment,  worketh  for  us  a  far  more 
exceeding  and  eternal  weight  of  glory."  "'  For  the 
things  that  are  seen  are  temporal,  but  the  things  that 
are  not  seen  are  eternal."  "  We  can  look  at  the  sea, 
and  discern  only  the  waves  that  ruffle  its  surface,  or, 
we  can  look  into  the  sea,  and  in  its  depths  see  the  star- 
studded  firmament  of  heaven."  And  thus,  this  morn- 
ing, through  our  tears  and  throbbing  hearts,  we  can 
look  beyond  the  sepulchre,  and  through  the  telescope 
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(tf  faith,  behold  the  throne  of  Ch^if^t.  AVe  can  behold 
familiar  faces  bending  over  the  battlements  of  heaven, 
l^eerino;  down  throuo;h  ether-blue,  eao-er  to  o;ive  the 
first  word  of  welcome  to  a  spirit  that  has  left  this  tem- 
})le  of  clay.  And  this  vision  robs  the  hour  of  its  sor- 
row, as  we  contemplate  the  gjories  of  the  eternal  houi". 

"  And  you  icilJ sJiortly  knoin  that  lengthened  hrecith 
Ix,  not  the  sweetest  gift  God  gives  His  friend. 

And  tJiat  sometimes  the  scd)le  ixdJ  of  death 
Ooncecds  the  fairc^st  boon  His  love  can.  send. 

If  tve  coidd  jnfs/i  ajar  the  gates  of  life, 

Could  stand  irifhin,  and  rdl  God's  woi'kings  see. 
We  could  interpret  all  this  doubt  and  strife, 
And  for  each  mystery  coidd  find  a  key. 

But  not  to-day.      Then  be  content,  poor  heart ! 

God' s  plans  like  lilies  pure  and  white  unfold, 
We  must  notHear  the  close-shut  leaves  apart, — 

Time  ivill  reveal  the  stiunens  of  pure  gold. 
And  if  through  patient  toil  we  reach  tJie  land 

Where  tired  feet,  with  sandals  loosed,  may  rest. 
When  we  '^hall  clearly  knoic  and  understand, 
I  think  that  ire  will  say,    '  God^  kneic  the  best.' '' 

This  is  not  the  hour  for  extended  eulogy  upon  thi- 
life  of  our  dear  friend  now  lying  before  us  in  the  sleep 
of  death.  This  large  company  of  sympathizing 
neighbors  and  friends  speaks  more  eloquently  than 
any  words  that  I  can  utter  of  her  worth  to  you,  of  her 
sympathy  and  of  her  pure,  noble  life.  I  have  known 
something  of  her  kindness  of  heart  and  of  her  unas- 
suming generosity  to  the  poor  and  needy,  of  her 
interest  in  all  social  advancement.  I  learned  to 
admire  her  catholicity  in  all  religious  matters.  Though 
a  member  of  the  Episcopal  church,  yet  she  would  join 
heartily  in  the  services  in  this  communitv,  and  would 


gladly  fellowship  all  whose  purpose  it  was  to  lift  up 
Christ  Jesus  as  the  Kecleeiner  of  mankind.  Mrs. 
Mott  was  deeply  grateful,  and  found  ready  words  in 
which  to  express  her  thankfulness  foi  any  kindness 
received.  Her  christian  life  deepened  during  these 
hitter  months,  and  at  the  close  of  the  services  she  has 
not  failed  to  take  me  by  the  hand,  with  a  word  of 
gratitude  for  some  thought  in  the  sermon  that  was 
especially  helpful  to  her. 

A  devoted  and  affectionate  wife,  a  kind  and  sympa- 
thizing neighbor,  a  true  friend  to  the  needy  and  suf- 
fering, has  been  suddenly  called  from  the  busy  cares 
of  earth  to  her  heavenly  rest.  The  solemn  scene 
before  us  is  the  story  of  the  world.  We  grow  up  to 
manhood  and  womanhood:  we  press  the  hand  to  the 
forehead,  and  the  sweat  of  death  is  on  the  brow.  But 
how  grand  is  life,  if,  when  the  end  comes,  there  is 
a  confident  hope  and  expectation  of  something  srand 
tofollosv  I 

Faith  in  Christ  is  the  great  balm  for  all  sorrow,  and 
1  commend  you,  my  brother,  my  sister,  and  this  circle 
of  mourning  friends,  to  Him  who  solaces  all  hearts 
and  offers  true  consolation  to  the  soul,  and,  looking 
unto  Him,  who  is  the  friend  of  all  the  sorrowing,  may 
your  souls  find  peace  and  rest. 


